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T^E U/E/lTtfER.
Official forecasts for to-day indicate that It

will be fair and warmer; light southwesterly
winds.

The new woman question has entered
the Methodist Conference with much
vigor.

The McKinley financial straddle Is
big enough to take in delegates from
Vermont to California.

California has indorsed McKinley and
free silver. This is one of the divi¬
dends of the Ohio man's straddle.

In addition to his other accomplish¬
ments Senator Hill is making quite a

reputation as a long distance talker.

When Mr. Cullom reached out for
those Illinois delegates he found that
they had gone with a handsomer man.

?
-\s to the late Mr. Holmes, the law

3id the best it possibly could, but the
ratiq of crime and punishment was far
from being fair.

Up to the present time the Kentucky
Bradley has managed to hold out
against the tempting offers of -the fat-
frying syndicate.

If Mr. Morton is as young and frisky
as his campaign managers declare,
why doesn't he issue rain checks and
try it over in 1900?

It will be observed that General
Weyler is somewhat backward in shoot¬
ing American prisoners. The butchery
of a single American citizen would
..need the independence of Cuba.

-tsts usually have two objects in
:vv; or, stated more definitely1, one

ojeet In view.profit.and two means

ir attaining it. The first means is an

¦ncrease of price of the product; the
second a reduction of the wages of
workers. Infrequently the order is re-

botfr means are nearly al-
.fu x.i close concurrent effect so soon

the law has been eluded in the
f tablishment of this modern form of

iustrial tyranny. The most recgfit
stance of this is the cut in wages by
e rubber trust. A dispatch from
.ovidence states that the company is
aking heavy reductions in salaries
:d wages. This is neither strange nor

lexpected, for a trust is formed in the
erests of a few and for profits. The
;iest and quickest means of attain-

V r its purpose are offered by higher
" es and 1 wer wages.
Pi

DEMOCRATIC CANDIDATE.
ACx-Governor James E. Campbell is

*arly a Democrat.even if the term
used in its generic rather than its

irtisan sense. He does not believe in
i autocracy. He holds that the per-
a,l convictions of a man in public
8C ce should be subordinated to the
9eof the majority. Therein lies the
%v'ce of Democracy.
eS! friendly converse with a represen-
*e of the Journal Mr. Campbell

tal frank expression to his views on

?ac questions. Some of his utter-
PUlj deserve to be sharply contrasted
anf those of other men now holding
w'leking public place.
or % dominant note in all he says is
Tntire manliness. About him is no

hfs Sing evasion, no cowardly quib-
weal He Is not a candidate for a

blingentlal nomination, but he laughs
Pres.e idea that he would refuse it.

man, he says, can disobey such a

mand from his party. Nor does he
aten desertion of the Democracy if

its leaders, in convention assembled,
shall formulate a creed which will not

.xactly justify with his. "Whoever it
may nominate," he says, speaking of
the Chicago Convention, "and what¬
ever Its platform and declarations, I
shall stand by both." This is the frank
declaration of a. party man.a man

who has both served his party and
been served by it. It is perhaps a

declaration which many Democrats
who latterly have been threatening
J'bolts" in the event that the National
Convention be either for gold or for
silver may wish presently that they
had made.
Naturally, a man holding these views

is not inclined to insist upon the right
of the President to persistently block
legislation with a veto. With true
Democrats he holds it not a power con¬

ferred to aid the President in moulding
legislation, not a prerogative to be
jsed in enforcing upon an unwilling
legislative branch the Presidential no¬

tion of sound economics or interna¬
tional law. It needs little reading be¬

tween the lines of Campbell's interview
to discover that he, If President, would
neither ignore a joint resolution for
Free Cuba nor veto a bill for departure
from the single gold standard. Indeed,

on the money question he frankly ex¬

presses his antagonism to the Cleve¬
land attitude, and outlines a plan of

campaign for bimetallism, beginning
with an effort to accomplish^ it by in¬

ternational agreement, which is well
worth study.

THE SILENCE OF M'KINLEY.
The Chicago Times-Herald, a news¬

paper widely recognized as the per¬
sonal organ of Major McKinley, be¬
cause of the intimacy of its editor with

the Presidential candidate, has this to

say about his convictions on the cur¬

rency question:
A year ago in Thomasvllle, Ga., Major

McKinley, when offered the delegates of
three Southern States if he would declare
for free silver, said in the presence of the
editor of this journal:
"If the Republican platform declares for

free coinage. I will not be a candidate.^ I
would not run on a free silver platfox-m.

If Major McKinley said this a year

ago in Thomasville, Ga., why should
he not repeat it now in Canton, O.1
What folly it is for the voters of the

nation to be going mad with enthusi¬
asm for a man who either is without
opinions on the vital question of the

campaign, or dares not express them!
It is aparently the idea of the Ohio
man that the electorate will choose a

President after the trustful fashion of
the man who bought a pig in a poke.
And, indeed, the results thus far of his
elusive policy seem to have justified the
low estimate he puts upon the intelli¬

gence of Americans. It is to be noted,
however, that his campaigning has

been done, and his victories won as

yet wholly in the ranks of his own

party, which is out .after the offices,
and not seeking to give effect to con¬

victions.
7

CONCERNING "PANTS."
Theodore Roosevelt has issued an

edict that the word "pants," hated by
purists, shall never again appear in

police reports. Doubtless the order will
be enforced, for Mr. Roosevelt has a

way of making what he says go.to use

an idiom which may be vulgar, but
must be thoroughly understandable by
the ex-cowboy of the Bad Lands now

engaged in rounding up the human cat¬

tle of New York.
"Pants" is indeed a word which jars

on the refined ear, and it is essential
that the ears of New York policemen
should be quick to detect verbal atroc¬
ities though they be slow to catch the

stealthy footsteps of the thief in the

night. Yet perhaps the President of
the Police Commission has been too

sweeping in his condemnation of this
term. From a popular yet authorita¬
tive treatise upon the use and abuse of
words the Journal culls this neat differ¬
entiation betwixt the pants and the

trousers:
"Pants are worn by gents who eat

lunches and open wine, and trousers
are worn by gentlemen who eat lunch¬
eons and Arder wine."
Mr. Roosevelt will, of course, note

that this classification of words
amounts equally to a classification of
men. If it be well for the Police De¬

partment to officially set apart the vul¬

gar from the polite in phraseology, how
much more necessary and commend¬
able is it to marshal the sheep apart
from the goats in the ranks of

men. The policeman should make his
choice of words fit the crime. If, under
the operation of the Raines law, he
finds it necessary to gather in a Bow¬
ery saloon keeper who has been dis¬

pensing free lunches to gents, why, of
course, any reference to costume should
include the word "pants." But if, at

the demand of Mayor Strong, arrest
should be made of two gentlemen, ac¬

customed to eat luncheons only at mid¬

day, who enlivened a public meeting
with promises of blood -and carnage,
who demanded pistols and who pound¬
ed tables, description of their costume

should, of course, include the word
"trousers." Refined language, of
course, must always attach to persons
of refinement.

It is only to be hoped that in their

eagerness to catch the niceties of lan¬

guage now pressed upon them the New

York policemen will not forget that it

will be well for them td occasionally
catch a criminal.

SCIENCE AND LITERARY IDOLS.
Science and scandal have not until

recent date been acfcounted bedfellows.
But Professor Lombroso's pathological
endeavors to make it appear that
Dante Alighieri was ftisane, and Bar-

ras's denudation of the historic Jose¬

phine of every gentle virtue place these

m$n in pretty much the same order of

"Crowner's quest." Science, it is true

enough, has a deadly hatred of even

the most beautiful and benign of hu¬
man illusions, and will not let us hug
our most precious myths. We concede
to it a certain destructive authority in

the laboratory, but we dislike to have

its case of instruments brought into

literature and be compelled to look on

while genius is brazed in a mortar. By
a certain unwritten law of the heart,
when the tomb closes over our sooth¬
sayers and prophets we are content
to let the grass grow kindly, and the

written words germinate where they
have fallen. But now a new order of

jackal criticism has come intp vogue
that must rake over the dust in search
of unsavory secrets. Perhaps Mrs.
Harriet Beecher Stowe has the honor
in our time of having opened this path
to the cemetery. But her book on

Byron was as ephemeral as the un¬

canny will o' the wisps she encoun¬

tered in that preserve. Mr. Froude is

not free from the taint, and Mr. Don¬
nelly worked with incalculable ingenu¬
ity to prove that the grave)of Shake¬
speare is empty. There are hoof marks
round the tombs of Shelley and Poe,
and valets have risen up to .erase the
name of Napoleon from the field of
heroism. Max Nordau consigned Cole¬
ridge, Rossetti and Wagner to the same

posthumous Bedlam, and now comes

his master, Lombroso, to delight the
world with the discovery that Dante
had epileptic fits and drivelled. On
this line it will only take one more dec¬
ade of positive science to prove that

Shakespeare wrote under the influence
of hydrophobia and the Father of his

Country made his farewell addi-ess
while suffering from St. Vitus's dance.

THE DEATH OF HOLMES.
Of course Mudgett, alias H. H.

Holmes, went, stoically out of this
world into the next by the route pre¬
scribed by law. Of course he went,
t<jo, either with a lie on his lips or

confessing to an unnumbered series of
lies Expressed within the last few
weeks. He denied commission of the
crime of which he had been convicted,
bpt confessed to others. To any one

who has watched his course his denial
and his confession will be equally
valueless.
The death of this man calls attention

anew to the fact that courage in the
face" of Immediate death is the cheap¬
est of all human virtues. Two or three
times a month the reading public is

gravely informed by the reporters of
the marvellous nerve with which the
latest execrable criminal met death.
Courage on the scaffold is, in fact, the
rule rather than the exception. The
men who meet death this way are the
men who brave it in lawless and vio¬
lent avocations throughout their lives.
The poets and the moraTists to the con¬

trary, so far as the outer expression of
man's emotions may be regarded as a

guide, it is the bad man rather than
the good man who meets death with¬
out flinching.
Holmes's whole life was execrable, ac¬

cording to his confessipn. Seldom has
a man been so notoriously a life-long
violator of all the laws of morals, of

ethics, of decency and of humanity.
None has departed so far as he from
the ideal life which Omar Khayyam
in the familiar quatrain says should
be lived: -

So when the angel of the darker drink
Alone shall meet thee at the river's brink.

And, offering his cup, invite thy soul forth
to thy lips to quaff,

Thou shalt not shrink.
I The professional criminal does not
shrink, the decent and honorable man

does. We must needs have a new

theory of the relation of life to courage
in the face of death, or else ignore al¬
together the evidence which our crim¬
inal records give us.

The world of politics resembles in
many respects a kaleidoscope. Candi¬
date McKinley goes- to bed at night
with no financial views to trouble his
dreams, and apparently nothing but
plain sailing between him and the
White House. He awakens in the
morning to find that one Campbell, of
his own State, with very clear and
well-defined 'financial views, has been
sailing rings around him during the
night and now obstructs the McKinley
view of the Executive Mansion. Be¬
tween the Ohio Democrat of pro¬
nounced views on three things that the
American people want pronounced.
money, Monroe and Cuba.and the In¬
diana Republican, with pronounced
view's on money, the McKinley man¬

agers are not so happy as they were,
say, day before yesterday. Nobody
cares a cent about the tariff just now,
except to let it alone, and no one knows
it better than McKinley. His candi¬
dacy, therefore, is the result of a sense¬

less hurrah, and he knows that also.
If he can keep them shouting long
enough to get their votes during de-
lirium, well and good for him. But
already the army of clackers begins to
show signs of that weariness which all
along has been felt, by the cool-headed
American citizens who do not hunger'
for protection used to veil evasion of
the currency issue.

Corneliiis S. Bushnell, who died yes¬
terday in New York, did more to save

the Union than most major-generals,
yet gained thereby little fame and less
money. When Ericsson had been
laughed out of the Navy Department
at Washington with his plans for the
Monitor, Bushnell took him up, built
the ship at his own cost, and sent it
tp Hampton Roads at his own risk.
The "cheese box on a raft" which
whipped the Merrimac did not belong
to the United States, but to C. S.
Bushnell, a private citizen, then resi¬
dent at New Haven, Conn. And al¬
though the victory of Bushnell's craft
prevented the breaking of that block¬
ade which in the epd did as much to
subdue the Confederacy by slow star¬
vation as Grant' did by swift, red
strokes, yet the nation thus saved did
not for years pay for the service done.
To-day, while the genius of Ericsson
Is commemorated by public monumehts
and praise in countless volumes, the
name of the man who undertook what
the trained naval architects laughed
at, who risked his money and his
credit, and who sent the Monitor to

Hamptop Roads just in time, is

hardly known outside the^circle of his
acquaintances.
Since Mr. Foraker's visit to Mr. Piatt

there is a growing belief out in Ohio
that his "loyalty" should be deposited
with some reliable cold storage com¬

pany.

The flop of Delegate Bradley over

Into the McKinley camp will doubtless
have a depressing effect on the Odell
Gubernatorial boom-

Itr. AMUSEMENTS TO-NIGHT.
ABBEY'S
ACADEMY OF MUSIC
amekicak
BROADWAY .

BIJOU .
.

BOWERY
CASINO . .

COLUMBUS . . .
JK)K1S'S ....
EDEN MUSEE
EMPIRK ....
EIGHTH AVENUE
FOURTEENTH STREET
GAR1>EN
GRAND OPERA HOUSE
GARRICK
HARLEM OPERA .

HERALD SQUAHE
HOYT'S ....

IMPERIAL MUSIC HALL
KEITH'S
KOSTER & RIAL'S
OLYM?IA MUSIC HALL
PALMER'S
PEOPLE'S Land of the Midnight 1111
PROCTOR'S THEATRE Vaudeville
PROCTOR'S PALACE .... Vaudeville
STANDARD Chimmie Kadden
TONY PASTOR'S. . Continuous Vaudeville
TKOCADERO . . Vaudeville.

. Merchant ot VeniceAfter Dar^
Myles Aroon

. . Ei Capiton
The Widow Jonei

Variety
. The Lady Slavey

Fauat
Continuous Vauderille

Wax Works and Concert!
Too Mucb Johnson

Variety
The Village Postmaster

His Absent Boy
. . TrilbyThoroughbredLost -24 Maura

. The Heart of MarylandA Black bheep
Vaudeville

Continnons Vaudeville
Chevalier and Variety

Marguerite
Herrmann

"The Rivals."
They really were rivals, but they came

together yesterday afternoon at the Amer¬
ican Theatre big with the same sweet, po¬
tent determination of making money, and
lots of it. There was no humbug about
it at all. Art, with the usual capital A,
had nothing whatsoever to do with the case.

Nobody spoke of Art. Nobody even made
an insinuation about Art. Art got the cold
shoulder, and the ten artists who appeared
in "The Rivals" got an inundation of
dulcet advertisement, and.and, well, $5 a

seat.
¦You might have thought that some huge

benefit for some deserving charity was tak¬
ing place, for the scene enacted at the
American Theatre was quite unusual. Sou¬
venir programmes were sold in the lobby by
pretty girls (I call 'em all pretty, because it
sounds nicer), and the vocal brou-haha al¬
most broke your tympanum. Some salA
these programmes were sold for the bene¬
fit of the Actors' Fund. Others asserted
positively that the cash thus obtained went
to swell the account of the all-star organi¬
zation. Of course, it did't matter in the
least, one way or the other. These stellar
people had closed their season earlier than
usual in order to participate in this mam¬
moth performance. Pecuniary reward is,
after all, the most substantial way of rec¬

ognizing earthly endeavor. Why should it
be denied to Mr. Jefferson, to Nat Good¬
win, to the Holland team', to Crane, to
the Marlowe-Taber duet, to Francis Wilson,
to Mrs. Drew and to Fanny Rice?
Success did not merely await this pro¬

duction. It jumped at it. It clung to it
with the tenacity of a porous plaster. New
York loves the gigantic. It revels in the
multum in parvo idea. Here was a chance
to get the essence of eight companies in
one afternoon. Talk of your concentrated
beef, your chicken jelly, and all your
quintessences.why, they are all bald sub¬
terfuges compared with the creme de la
stellar creme. The New Yorker would be
uuable to see all these stars at the head of
their own companies in less than a season,
as a general thing. In this performance
of "The Rivals" they were all apparent in
less than three hours.

It was the very archest simplicity of
theatrical entertainment; the prettiest so¬

lution of the problem, "How to see all the
stars with one opera glass." No such ad¬
mirable scheme has been before devised.
I feel like a Summer tourist who had been
rushed through Taris, London. Berlin,
Vienna and Rom© in the twinkling of an

eye.
Of course it was dreadfully demoralizing,

but one likes to be demoralized occca-

sionally. One Jefferson will be a trifle
tame aftfer this "Rivals" arrangement.
One mere Crane will be unsatisfactory, a

feeble Nat Goodwin will pall, a solitary
Francis Wilson will irritate, and the con¬

jugal Marlow-Tabers will be- but pallid
nourishment. In fact we shall all acquire
the Oliver Twist habit and ask for more.

That is why I assert that this perform¬
ance was demoralizing. It made us greedy,
covetous and insatiable. One star twink¬
ling in a firmament will henceforth light
us to no incandescent joy. We shall wanft
the heavens ablaze, we shall clamor for
a sintillant moon or so. There will really
be no imit to our desires.
This "Rivals" afternoon was certainly a

most satisfactory one. Perhaps you Imag¬
ine that each star wanted the centre of the

stage, and plenty of calcium light. Such,
however, was not the case. Nine artists
bowed low before the whiskers of tradition,
and accorded the place of honor to Joseph
Jefferson. He was the King of the Stars,
and the others merely revolved aroifnd him.
Mr. Crane was most modest. He stood well
back nearly all the time, aud the centre of
the stage existed not for him. Dear old
Mrs. Drew came after Jefferson In the se¬

date consideration of the others. They
made way for her in an utterly gallant and
lordly way. Francis Wilson asked for
very little, and Nat Goodwin was delight¬
fully non-self-assertive, while the Holland
brothers might have been supers, so admir¬
ably did they "know their place."
No souvenir of "A Social Highwayman,"

hovered around them. Miss Fanny Rice
took all she could get. Like little Jack
Horner, she put in her thumb and pulled
out a plum and said, "What a good girl
am I." The Tabers likewise presumed
very little. I suppose, after all, it is really
possible to grow tired of the centre of the
stage.although I have never yet met any¬
body who has so grown.and perhaps the
artists were not unwilling to take a little
holiday in the background.
The performance was almost flaw

Each member of the cast seemed exhil¬
arated and fervently anxious to do his
best. Jefferson's Rot/ Acres was as good
as it has ever been when at its best. Ihe
old actor worked as though he had a
to make, and the duel scene went with
screams of laughter. None of the slovenli¬
ness that has characterized much of Mr.
Jefferson's late work was apparent. Ills
Bob Acres was the perfection of the subt¬
lest drollery, and Sir Henry Irving., who
sat in a box, was moved to laughter and
applause.
The Mrs. Malaprop of Mrs. John Drew

Is so familiar to New Yorkers that it is
rot necessary to enlarge upon its flamboy¬
ant merit. It was simply a treat, and an

intellectual joy. The old actress was fun-
cuslv applauded, and I felt quite sure that
she 'thoroughly enjoyed herself.
Nat Goodwin as Sir Lucius O'Trigger for¬

got his Irish accent occasionally, and was

not at his best. If he hadn't been Nat
Goodwin he might not have fared as well
as he did. The audience, however, pre¬
ferred the imnerfect Sir Lucius of Mr.
Goodwin to a better impersonation by a

less popular actor. Mr. Crane was very
nervous when he began, but he grew easy
as the play proceeded, and introduced his
celebrated chuckle and his own patentJ" _l i 4-u*. rxf Kir Anthnnv Aliso-

truslvely artistic, and Francis Wilson con-
vulsed "the house with his amusing work
as David, and his uncanny dialect, which,
I am afraid, would not have stood the test
of calm analysis. It seemed to be an inde¬
scribable mixture of Yorkshire and South
Carolina.
Robert Taber made an agreeable and elo¬

quent Captain Absolute, and Julia Marlowe
looked the heart of Lydia Languish much
more convincingly that she acted it. Each
member of the ca*r got his or her little
scene call. Mr. Wilson earned a double
one, and I think thar he deserved it. Even
Mrs. Fanny Rice, who played the small
part of Lucy, was not forgotten. In fact,
she made a distinct hit, and I should never
have credited her with so much discretion
and artistic perception.
How Richard livinsley Sheridan would

have enjoyed this performance! Yet. how
considerate it was of him to remain dead,
and call for no royalties^ ALAN DALE.

Sunday's Journal.
the Great Bicycle Number.
Every man who rides a bicycle ought to

have a copy of the Sunday Journal In his
pocket when he starts out on his wheel on

Sunday morning. It is going to be abso¬
lutely the greatest bicycle number that any
newspaper Office ever turned out. And, be¬
sides the unlimited reading for bicycle men

and women, there will be given away with
every copy.and be sure you get it.a bicycle
diary and Record book that every rider ought
to have. It is a gem for beauty and as use¬

ful as a pocket.
The microbe of old age! The thought

staggers one.

This era of stupendous scientific discov¬
eries has revealed nothng half so marvellous
as this. The tiny agents of death and decay,
hurrying us all to join the incalculable ma¬

jority, are coursing in our blood, doing
their destined work while we go and come,
pat and drink, sleep and wake, toil and suf¬
fer. We cannot escape them. They are

always with us. Gray hair, bald heads, all
the signs of advancing age, are the work of
these tireless and universal atoms. A West¬
ern scientist has discovered and identified
this microbe, "after ten years of search, and
the Sunday Journal has the story. Now,
will Roentgen rays or any other agency de¬
stroy him, and give to all mankind the se¬

cret for which philosophers and travellers
have through centuries sought.the magic of
perpetual youth?
To tear a big, solid book, trovers and, all,

in Half, just with the natural and unaided
power of two hands!
It seems like a Jules Verne story. But

there is a man in New York who does it.
He is not a professional strong man either,
but a quiet, un-athietic person, who leads
a sedentary life. His hands are like iron.
the strongest in the world, probably. Next
Sunday s Journal will tell you who he is
and all about him, and describe some of
his feats of fearful strength. If Sandow
and Samson read this they will be dis¬
couraged.
Judas Iscariot.that name has been for

almost 2,000 years the synonym for treach¬
ery and ingratitude, and all that is con¬

temptible in human character. But was
Judas innocent, after all? There is a

learned man in Europe who insists that he
was; that he did not betray his Lord. He
establishes what he considers irrefragible
proofs that the name and memory of Judas
have borne all these centuries of ignominy
through the malice of other men. He sets
forth the whole reasoning and proofs in
Sunday's Journal.
To Europe in a single day! When will

wonders cease? A New York Inventor has
devised and patented an ocean trolley.
The great ocean liners will no longer be
blown out of tneir courses. There will be
no more need of coaling, and steam, and
propelling screws. There will be a direct
and unchanging path for these ocean

giants between Europe and America. You
can telegraph to your friends when they
are on the high seas, and know, by return
message in ten minutes whatever has be¬
fallen them. Boats, it is declared, can
attain a speed of eighty-five miles an hour
along this wonderful trolley line. Elec¬
tricity for it will be furnished by the
power of-the rising and falling tides. Read
about it in the Sunday Journal.
That may seem like the wild dreams of a

scientific enthusiast, but the Electrical
Show, now in progress in this town, proves
that electricity halts at no obstacle. And
yet, that giant force is only in its baby¬
hood. To communicate with other planets,
through infinitudes of space, to Uy in the
air, untrammelled and without fear; to see,
with the eye, hundreds of miles over elec¬
tric wires; for a physician to locate a bul¬
let in the body of a wounded man 100 miles
away; for a photographer in New York to
take pictures of a person in Washington; to
lower all records of railroad travel; to con¬
duct all agriculture, propel all possible ve¬
hicles of travel; to talk over long distances
without wires.these are some of the things
which electricity is to do within our day.
There is a remarkable article about it in
the Sunday Journal.
What the Summer girl of 1896 phould

wear. That is what damsels all over this
continent are trying to determine. The
Sunday Journal will settle all doubts on

the subject. It discusses the wardrobe of
the "proper" young woman for this Sum¬
mer season, and will be of more practical
value than all the finshion magazines pub¬
lished.
People do the most amazing things to

earn a living nowadays. There is no

length to which they will not go in the
pursuit of bread and butter. To consider
the strange occupations of some men ^nd
women and tlfe ingenuity with which they
devise the most impossible means of get¬
ting a livelihood will make the ordinary,
everyday man feel like a humdrum old
back number. Read in that good Sunday
Journal abotit a lot of these remarkable
people, and se<? the pictures of them work¬
ing at their incredible trades.
Of course |tip ^ an Winkle's sleep of

twenty years was only a quaint fable
which none of us would be willing to for¬
get. But here is a live girl who has slept
for three long months, and has just awak¬
ened after that unconscionable repose. She
was to all intents and purposes out of the
world. Republics and empires might have
fallen while she snoozed away. She
might have waked to find the British flag
flying from our City Hail, Brooklyn laid
waste by shells from the invaders' war

ships and red-coated soldiery parading the
pavements of Broadway. What, in fact,
might not have happened while she slept?
The Sunday Journal will tell you all about
her and ber long rest.
Then there is that irresistibly funny

Comic History of England, the last thing
that Bill Nye wrote. There never was a

story so funny, and the illustrations are¬
as funny as the story.
Love an old woman better than a young

one? It seems like heresy to think of it
But there are women-and well known wo¬

men. too.who are growing more beautiful
as the years steal on, and women whose
loveliness brought them worshippers many
years ago, but who are more charming now,
in spite of time. The Sunday Journal will
set you to thinking about that.
^ou must read the Sunday Journal. It

will put you absolutely abreast of these
rushing, wonderful times. There is no
other Sunday newspaper printed that will
do it.

Mr. Eagle Eye.
[Washington Post.]

There is considerable trouble brewing in Indi¬
ana. and Colonel John C. New is keeping his
eagle eye on the brewery.

A Heroic Remedy.
[Florida Times-Union.]

If Senator Peffer would shave off his whisk¬
ers he would once more occupy a prominent
placa in the public eye.

An Interesting Quention.
[St. Louis Post-Dispatch.]

Did Mr. Cleveland take duck time from hit
corporation law business when he was practising
in JJew York?

Random Notes
of Art atid Artists.

The galleries and collections of the
Metropolitan Museum of Art are yearly in¬

creasing, and among the additions which
gave special interest to the opening re¬

ception last week were three notable
paintings in the Wolfe collection-Rous¬
seau's "Edge of the Woods,'' purchased at:
the recent Schaus sale for $-.>,000, Lacfc
rvmae." by the late Lord Lieighton, chichi
was exhibited at the Royal Academy last
vear, and a Turner entitled Hurrah for
the Good Ship Erebus!" It was bought for
the museum from Francis Seymour liay-
den, the famous English etcher, and was
first exhibited at the Royal Academy in
1S45. Several portraits have been pre¬sented also by George A. Hearn, and the
J. Crosby Brown collection of musical in¬
struments has received a large addition.
The Metropolitan Museum is fast assuming
the size and important of some of the
Continental museums.

This is the season of exhibitions, both
here and abroad. The Royal Academy has
just opened Its annual exhibition in Lon¬
don, and the Salon in Paris is now bidding
for its share of attention among the other
attractions of that gay city. Noticeable fea¬
tures of the former exhibition are a por¬
trait by Sargent of the Hon. Joseph
Chamberlain, artist and subject both pos¬
sessing special interest for Americans and
a painting by the late Lord Lelghton. It is
called "Clvtie," and presumably is a classic
subiect. the special "exhibition numbers
of the London and Paris illustrated jour¬
nals will be interesting reading.
As denoting the different attitude toward

art of the French Government and nation
from our own country, it is instructive to
read that "President Faure formally
opened the Champs Elysees Salon this
afternoon" (April 29). Granted that there
existed in America an annual exhibition
of art productions as Important as the
Paris Salon, imagine, if you can, the Presi¬
dent of the T'nlted States lending the dig¬
nity of his presence to its opening! We
have yet much to attain as a nation In
art matters.

In those days of perfection in the manu¬
facture of pianos the early instruments of
a generation or t\yo ago are quaint and
even laughable in their primitive sjtate.Among the recent additions to tlie Crosby
Brown Collection of musical instruments
at the Metropolitan Museum of Art is a
piano said to be the first one ever made.

The annual free art exhibition at the
Hebrew Institute, on the East Side, was

opened last week. The exhibition is under
the direction of the Educational Alliance,
and the crowds of people in attendance
show the regard in which the show is held.
This is the fourth year of its existence and
the directors have great confidence in Its
beneficial effects.

Alfred William Hunt, M. A., R. W. S.,
has just died in London. He was a well-
known British painter whose early work
received the commendation of so severe a
critic as Mr. Ruskin. He was an ardent
admirer of Turner and "the chief upholder
of the svstem of landscape art which en¬
deavors to unite truth of light and poetical
feeling with fidelity to nature.'

The discovery of a genuine Raphael at
this late day Is an event of unusual Inter¬
est, and It has been the good fortune of the
Count de Bourbonne to make the world
richer by one mo*e example of the great
Italian. 'Browsing in a brlc-a-brac shop of
a village in Burgundy, the Count's atten¬
tion was drawn to an old and rusty canvas
upon which his trained eye caught traces
of a master hand. He bought it for live
francs, and after having it cleaned in 1 aris
discovered a "Madonna and Child. He has
already refused an offer of 300,000 francs
for the painting, which, it is said, once be¬
longed to a historic collection, and disap-
aearlug, was lost trace of until now. It is
relieved to be one of the most remarkable
among the thirty Raphaels brought to
France.

The great French artist, Puvls de
Chavannes, is said to regret that his deco¬
rations for the Boston Public Library could
not have remained in France. The state¬
ment sounds rather absurd for the reason
that so true an artist would faithfully fig¬
ure upon the environment and final desti¬
nation of a great decorative work, and
having designed his pictures for cettaln
corridors of the noble library in Boston he
would hardly be supposed to easily fit them
into a less appropriate setting in Paris.

>A collection of Puvis de Chavannes s

paintings, drawings and sketches is now on
exhibition in Paris, and it embraces his
earliest and latest work.

A stroll along Fifth avenue on one of
these fine Spring mornings from Madson
square to the top of Murray Hill affords
the picture-loving cithsen a free exhibition,
so many apd so generous are the displays
in the windows of the art dealers who are
now congregated within that luxurious
mile. Schaus, Macbeth. Knoedler, Durand-
Ruel Fisher, Adler and Schwartz all
have attractive paintings in their windows
to lure the observer to the galleries within.
The stranger must receive the impression
that New Yorkers are lavish picture buy¬
ers but the artists themselves could per¬
haps give a different Impression If they
were to speak.

It is a sign of the times.hard times.
among the artists that the alluring and
elusive prize competition brings compet¬
itors from all ranks. One of the judges of
a recent poster competition remarked that
it was pitiful to him to see so greatan
amount of talent and good work seeking a
market, and telling as plainly as words the
need of the almighty dollar.

The latest work of Rosa Bonheur, whose
famous "Horso Fair" hangs in our own

Museum of Art, is a painting representing
a historic incident In English history. In
1734 Lord Godolphin Invited his friends to
view a combat between two stallions, and
the incident forms the subect of the paint-inf. which is said to be one of great power
and brilliancy. 1

And, speaking of stallions, a feature of the
sculpture exhibition at the Royal Academy
is a bronze by Walter Winans, entitled An
American Trotter." It shows the cham¬
pion stallion Directum, harnessed to a sulky
with pneumatic tires, and being driven by
Hickok. The sculptor has set himself rather
a difficult problem, It would seem.

Jtye Jesters' Q?orus.
Prom the Depths of Experience.
"Papa, what is the ruling passion?"
"Your mother's, my child.".Cleveland Plain

Dealer.

Embarrassments of EnRHsh.
"I'm too well educated for the bicycle busl

ness." the young man^said, sadly.

''IVkmVa*hcu"torn" 'to-day because I Insisted
nn hpr making it clear to me whether she was
after a 'nineteen-pound lady's wheel or a lady s

nineteen-pound wheel.' ".Washington Star.

.Jnstiilcation
"Why," thundered the magistrate, "did yoi

beat your wife with a rocking chair, breakinj

tb"To0aUeserthe8 baby." faltered the culprit
However, he was not able to prove beyond «

reasonable doubt that such was his purpose
and sentence was accordingly pronounced.-De
trolt Tribune.

Realism.
"No." rejoined the inaitre de ballet, "we d<

nnt obiect to the use of sawdust at all. Tb<
chorus are supposed to be soldiers and a woodei
limb does not come amiss now and then. No.
With which he went to the treasurer ant

asked him for' some real dust for the heavj
villain to bite..Detroit News.

The Man Who Mntters.
(Washington Post.]

,

The man who mutters while he climbs on to «

band wagon might Just as well keep off tht
vehicle.

A Popular Term.
[Washington Tost.]

We are hearing a good deal about "the plair
people'' these days. It is a term very much usee
when the politicians are out office-seeking.

The Baneful Mabit
of Breakfast Giving.

If you are a woma i you have never seen

this sort of thing. If you are a man it
may have been among those misfortunes
which you have tortured yourself into be¬
lieving tvere nice. The man's breakfast
party is a creation which came somewhere
out of the broad realms of idiocy. Engage¬
ments for them are usually made some

time along in the smaller hours, when in¬
telligence has gone off on a vacation and
appetite Is the ruling passion. No really
sober man ever made a breakfast engage¬
ment and kept it; no really sane man evei

gave a breakfast that he didn't regret.
The affair usually happens this way:
Along about that time when it's "we'll

have one more and then go home," some¬

body in bachelor apartments breaks out
with: "Say, boys, drop in on me about
noon to-morrow and breakfast." The
other idiots say, "Thanks, old man," and
the session breaks up. The one who is
to be host goes home, wakes his man, tells
him Ave gentlemen will breakfast at noon,
and tumbles into bed. About 11 a. m. the
man begins calling him, and he begins the
task of waking up. When he finally ac¬

complishes the feat it is to find that three
of his guests have already arrived and are

lounging about the front room reading the
headlines of the papers.
He shoves his head between the portieres

and apologizes for being late. His thre«
red-eyed, tired friends say, "Don't men¬

tion It, old man," in the cheeriest tone
they can find in the register, and then the
host sends in the cocktails and gets
dressed. By the time he is presentable-
straining a point from courtesy.another
friend has arrived and appeard on view
simultaneously with the host. Everybody
shakes hands nervously and there are more

cocktails.absinthe In some of them. Some¬
body drawls out a feeble little joke about
"Tottle" being "dotty," and everybody
laughs some. Then there are more cock¬
tails, and the man announces breakfast.
The table is bright and fresh, the only

thing of the sort in the room. There are

flowers, of course, and the game opens with
the fruit.sliced oranges In powdered
sugar, or peaches or bananas in cream.

Then there is a fish, a bird, an omelet and
coffee. With the bird conies along a large
bottle, chilled out of all semblance to its
bubbling self. The bird outlasts the bottle
by half a dozen rounds, and the omelet and
coffee are entirely overlooked. They al¬
ways are, but then they belong with the
breakfas£ and must be served. At. about
the fourth bottle chairs are shoved
back from the table and everybody la
smoking. Some one goes lazily over to the
piano and slides his fingers along the
chords. By and by he begins to hum
softly in a good tenor.
"Say, Gib, sing that thing we heard the

other night at Koster's."
Gib shifts the key and tells in tuneful

pathos how he "loved and lost her, not long
ago." It is really pretty; anybody would en¬

joy that. Gib has another glass and breaks
off into one of those waltz time affairs
which the street whistles, but which has
not yet reached the hand organs. Every¬
body joins in the chorus with Variety of
voice and harmony and spoils Gib's effect
Gib shuts off with one verse and drops
down among the pillows. Everybody
smokes and thinks. In a tone that trem¬
bles, but not with emotion, a man asks the
host If he has seen the new piece of the
week.
"Best bit of character acting ever saw-

does a drunken Irish woman like a cameo

cutting/ Then he proceeds to lean on
the card table and give an excellent imi¬
tation of tUe drunk part.
"She is a clevet woman; always was.

Knew her years ago, when she did bettei
things than that. We'll have h*r ud somi
night."

1 he silent man of the crowd, who has a

way of looking apprehensivc/ly at every¬
thing he sits down upon, takes a banjo off
its hook on the wall and begins to tune It.
Having found what he was looking for,
somewhat to his own surprise, he tinkles
a little plantation tune and begins in a
voice not all his own a rattling taie-off
about an Immodest young man whose
whole life was a wail for "Mamie to come
kiss her honey boy"-and he looked the
part.
"You'll have to break it off, old man.

Time was when you were good, but not
now, by a darn sight."
"Oh, hang up the fiddle and the bow."
One of the strings breaks with a snap

that sweeps a pained expression across
every face In the room, and one man walks
over to the window and lifts one side of
the half curtain. While he Is peering out
into the street and beating a tattoo on the
pane, the serving man brings in another
round and everybody wakes up.
"I met the fellow who wrote 'BIng Bang*

the other night," says Gib.
"What does he look like?" drawls the

banjoist.
"Like the publishers had spoiled a good

shoemaker."
"Anybody read the book?"
"No; but Johnson is dramatizing It, tad

that saves us the trouble."
The man brings in a card. "Tell him I'm

not at home; gone West, to Chicago; wont
be back until Spring."
"Met Johnson at the races. He had a

good' thing, and I went down to assist In
shoving it along."
"Did it come off?"
"No; didn't shove as hard as the boy

pulled."
"I haven't been to the trjick this season."
"No; why not?"
"Found I couldn't do It and pay room

rent."
"Same here."
Gib draws out his watch, opens It, looks

dreamily at its accusing face for a moment
and snaps it suddenly.
"Boys, you'll have to excuse me; I've got

an engagement downtowu."
"Time we were all going, I suppose."
"Don't hurry off, boys; It's early yet."
"Put on your coat and come along with

us."
Host slips off his house jacket and gets

Into a cutaway. Telling the man he will
not be home to dinner, he joins the crowd
in the hall and they wander out into the
world. Every man sliriuks and blinks at

the sudden flood of sunshine that greets
him. As they turn into Broadway, they
meet the 4 o'clock parade and bow vari¬
ously. CHARLES E. TREVATHAN.

.
Juat a SnRKo*tion.

[Detroit Tribune.]
With no 0esire to precipitate any acrimony,

wo call attention to thosi' Ohio delegates who
ure looking hungrily at their tags.

A Political .Vote.
[Detroit Tribune. 1

It now Norms certain that Winter has aban«
doned its obstructive and dilatory tactics.

Sporting- Item.
[Philadelphia Ledger.]

Weyler is dooply grieved because Umo wiQ
persist in running bases on a foul ball.

/


